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Could it be that Felicia had told Boston that
she might ask him to marry her ? Perhaps
she had been waiting for him to ask, waiting
for months. Women were so difficult. And
Felicia had always been so different, so easy,
because he could always believe that she
meant what she said. He had believed her
when she said she couldn't afford to fall in
love. She had never said those words exactly,
of course; but it had been understood. And
if she hadn't meant that why had she told
Boston and not him ? After all, it was his
right. He had known her for years now,
ever since his first leave.

And then, why should Boston tell him
not to ? Damn it all, that was interference.
A grain of pride drifted into place by the
grain of suspicion. It would have been
different if Boston had ever acknowledged
that they were really friends, united by a
firm bond. But to dictate in that way with
things as they were was intolerable; he
resented it,

Yet resentment found no firm point in
Boston to attach itself to. It flagged for
lack of an object. Bettington felt it was
artificial; he did not even want to resent
what Boston had done.